YERMA
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: Someone. Haven't you heard? You find out
for yourself. Do you want me to say it louder?
[Laughter.]
And when she's not looking at him - when she's alone, when he's
not right in front of her - she carries his picture - in her eyes.
FIRST LAUNDRESS: That's a He!
[There is excitement.]
FIFTH LAUNDRESS: But what about her husband?
THIRD LAUNDRESS: Her husband acts like a deaf man. Just stands
around blankly - like a lizard taking the sun.
[Laughter.]
FIRST LAUNDRESS: All this would take care of itself if they had
children.
SECOND LAUNDRESS: All this comes of people not being content
with their lot.
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: Every passing hour makes the hell in that
house worse. She and her sisters-in-law, never opening their lips,
scrub the walls all day, polish the copper, clean the windows with
steam, and oil the floors: but the more the house shines, the more it
seethes inside.
FIRST LAUNDRESS: It's all his fault; his. When a man doesn't give
children, he's got to take care of his wife.
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: It's her fault- because she's got a tongue hard
as flint.
FIRST LAUNDRESS: What devil's got into your hair that makes you
talk that way?
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: Well! Who gave your tongue permission to
give me advice?
SECOND LAUNDRESS: Quiet, you two!
FIRST LAUNDRESS: I'd like to string all these clacking tongues on a
knitting-needle.
SECOND LAUNDRESS: Quiet, you!
FOURTH LAUNDRESS: And I die nipples of aB hypocrites,
SECOND LAUNDRESS: Hush up! Can't you see? Here come the
sisters-in-law.
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